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Dr. Sonia Gupta: She is an Oral Pathologist (BDS, MDS) hails 
from Dera Bassi, near Chandigarh, northern region of India. 
Though a doctor by profession, yet poetry is her passion. She 
started writing in 2006 and her journey of poetry continued 
afterwards! She is a trilinguistic poetess (fluent in English, 
Hindi and Punjabi languages).Today she has got a collection 
of above 500 Hindi, English and Punjabi poems. Her poems 
have got a place in various Hindi magazines and English 
anthology books. Recently she became an established 
poetess after publishing two of her Hindi poetry books! She 
has won many prizes in poetry competitions organised by 
various groups on facebook. She has been awarded by JMD 
Publications, New Delhi with two awards; "PREM SAGAR 




SAMMAN" & NARI GAURAV SAMMAN in the field of Hindi 
literature. Recently she has been selected, and is among the 
four women to receive the "SAHITY GAURAV SAMMAN" by 
YUVA UTKARSH SAHITY MANCH, New Delhi, on International 
Women's Day, which will be awarded soon! Her English 
poems have been published in various anthologies such as " 
DIVINE MADNESS", "BOUQUETS OF LOVE & VERSES" 
CHRISTMAS, "HUMANITY & PEACE"; by Ardus Publications 
and "THE REEEST VERSES" by Nibstear society ; and "ROSES & 
RHYMES" by Serene publication ! She is a regular writer for 
the monthly online magazines named "Hall of poets" and 
"Glomag" and international journals "Research Inspiration" & 
" Jai Maa Saraswati Gyandayani". She continues her poetic 
journey with further projects in the future. Three of her 
anthologies are in the final stages of editing and will be 
published soon. 

Besides poetry, she is fond of paintings, singing, cooking, 
knitting, designing, stitching and embroidery. She is not a 
professional poetess, just a passionate one. She has not 
learnt this art from anywhere and has been writing since 
childhood. She has done a lot of paintings of various types 
and on various surfaces, including fabric, glass, oil, nib 
painting, etc. She has drawn her own sketches for her 
upcoming anthologies ! Her poetry and words reflect her 
closeness and deep love to this nature and life. 


Perspective of the painting 


The present painting of mine shows just natural beauty. I 
wish to convey to people that this life, this nature created by 
the Lord is so very wonderful! We should all admire it and 
enjoy the beauty! 


ABOUT GLOMAG 

GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 

The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 

© All rights reserved. 2015 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: Richard Clayderman "I Just Called To 
Say I Love You 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bqfSXkVH9ac 



PREFACE 


Anurag K. Mathur 

(Full time dreamer, wanna be poet) 



So why are we here? No I do not mean to ask this question in 
the larger philosophical view of world life, but in terms of 
being here on this page, reading this. For some, the reason is 
to be drowned in a poetic shower, absorbing the words 
drenching their minds, soaking inspiration. 

Some are here just to read their work in print, and maybe 
that of a few more that they admire, meaning to come back 
and read the rest of them someday. If you belong to the 
second category, do not despair. You have company. Mine! 

As Vasanthi pointed out in the last preface, we are always 
running. In our race, do we really think we will have the time 
to come back and read? And then comes a discomforting 
thought- if we do not read them soon, will we not soon lose 
the opportunity to read them forever? 








As I write this on the first day of Ramadan in India, curiously a 
word pops into my head- Iqra. 

The first word of the Qur'an revealed to the Prophet was Iqra 
which means Read 

It's quite one thing to write poetry and quite the other to 
READ it. How many of us can cross our hearts and say that 
we take that extra effort to go out and READ poetry in these 
strife torn days? 

Which brings me to the question - why do we read poetry? A 
quick Google search throws up 48 million (I kid you not, go 
see for yourself) results. So I guess there is no one answer to 
that question. So why DON"T people read poetry anymore? 
(Ms Google throws up 15.6 million hits). This is definitely not 
working. 

So let's focus on ourselves... Let's ask ourselves, are we 
reading as much poetry as we should? Are we getting 
exposed to the Vitamin P as much as we should? Glomag 
comes as a refreshing in-one-place collection of 
contemporary people who write. I see the pains that Glory 
takes to mark during the rest of the month; poems she feels 
deserve a second reading. I am hoping that most people read 
and do not press the "like" button to mark that they have. 

Am I afraid? Of reading poetry that may stir up the hitherto 
unexplored areas of my mind...like long forgotten dust 
dancing in the sunrays from a newly opened door? 


We all have those spaces in minds, empty or filled with 
thoughts and memories we have stuffed away. Am I very 
afraid that the poem we read may shine a light into that 
world, may open doors one prefers shut. The other is that 
we poets tend to be a bit less cold blooded than the average 
mortal around us. So then am I scared the poem may scar my 
emotions leaving is in a different state than what we planned 
to be? What if the poem haunted us for ever? 

On the other hand, is poetry like meditation? I am told 
meditation is a very aware state. So then, isn't poetry only 
making us more aware of ourselves, of things that surround 
us? Can I not be open to the word play, the rainbow of 
emotions, the rain of inspiration? 

Yet another edition of Glomag awaits us. Yet another 
opportunity to reflect and read. Let us all be the brand 
ambassadors of what we have jointly created. Let us read 
and get read. 

Go forth and spread the word. 

Read 
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BOOK OF THE MONTH 


The Times Food and Nightlife Guide 
by Ameeta Agnihotri 



I'm so happy to have my book, which is actually a guide, to be 
featured here as Book of the Month. The Times Food and 
Nightlife Guide which I've written since 2012, is a collection of 
stories. About food, about experiences and the tales they tell. 
As always, it has been such an exciting journey for me... And 
each year is different. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I 
enjoyed writing it. 

~ Ameeta Agnihotri 

To buy AMAZON 

http://www.amazon.in/Times-Food-Guide-Chennai— 
2016/dp/9384038482/ref=sr 1 6?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=14 

65289234&sr=l-6&keywords=times+food+guide+2016 






FLIPKART 


http://www.flipkart.com/search?q=ameeta+agnihotri&otrac 

ker=start&as-show=on&as=off 




Ameeta Agnihotri is living her dream. She always knew she 
wanted to write, eat and travel. Today, she is doing all three 
and writing poetry. 

The minute she began stringing words together to make 
sentences, writing became a passion. Everywhere she went, 
her notebook went too. It still does. 

Encouraged by her mother-in-law, who thought she had 
talent, Ameeta became a published writer. Her work has 
been published in several leading magazines and newspapers 
like The Hindu, Design Today, Deccan Herald, Good 
Housekeeping, Cosmopolitan, New Woman, India Today 
Travel Plus, Jetwings, Man's World... the list is long. 
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The subjects she tackled were varied, including food, 
lifestyle, relationships, parenting, interior design, 
personalities, travel, management, careers, education, 
cosmetic surgery, etc. When the opportunity arose to 
transcreate a novella by the famous author Sivasankari, from 
Tamil to English, she jumped right in. She then did Dr. Madhu 
Dhawan's book from Hindi to English with a co-author. 

Her forays into food began early. During her childhood, she 
experimented in the kitchen when the rest of her Gujarati 
joint family slept, often turning out interesting 'creations' her 
grandfather loved, encouraged and proudly distributed to 
the various guests that visited. He even watched them closely 
as they ate, convinced his granddaughter was a genius in 
making. And she happily kept making, using recipes from 
magazines that came into the house from different parts of 
the globe, substituting ingredients unavailable in the local 
market with stuff from the kitchen shelves. Masterpieces 
happened, but so did disasters. 

Taking a break from her successful career as Director 
Communications with a leading fitness chain in South India, 
she went back to studying and earning a diploma as a 
Childbirth Therapist. 

Today, Ameeta Agnihotri is a writer, food critic and childbirth 
therapist, and is wondering when the next 'great' passion will 
come along. 
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WHAT LOVE IS 

(For Gabriel On Father's Day) 

We never know love, really, 
until we grow up with a child. 

Then we learn. Look: this is what love is. 
Leaning against the bed, 

I watch him breath and grow. 

I cannot see it but know 

it is happening, and 
at certain intervals — a day 
or days, sometimes months, 

I perceive it. Today I noticed 
how much bigger his hands are — 
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the fingers I've had wrapped around mine; 


in my son, I watch my father sleep. 

He exhales and warm breath flows 
across my hand, combing the hair. 

Peering down from above the rails 
of the bed I see a serene face 
and a resting body, prone yet 

splayed in action he will never take: 
arms and legs form a sprinter's pose 
that will never be made on the ground. 

The lump in my throat is not any solid mass 
but rather, the extraordinary pulse 
of my heart, filling everything. 
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William P. Cushing: Bill Cushing is pleased to announce that 
he is returning to the pages in the second volume of Stories 
of Music but regrets that he cannot share the newest piece 
("Listening to Bird") since the publisher now owns exclusive 
rights. However, in an attempt to present the next best thing, 
he offers a poem he wrote regarding Bird's "weapon of 
choice." He hopes GloMag readers enjoy this venture into the 
world of jazz, and for anyone interested in checking out Bill's 
latest project--a collaboration with a local musician, please 
join their Facebook page, Notes and Letters. As usual, Bill 
invites correspondence at his e-mail, piscespoet@yahoo.com 
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LIFE IS A DREAM 

Life is a dream 

or a dream called life. 

The road less travelled 
seeming endless 
the pathway of life. 

Often wonder; 
my wandering, caring soul 
what's the path of life? 

Aim to achieve; 
any specific goal? 

Travelled and traversed 
oceans, mountains and places for ages. 
Empty soul still breathless 
in man- made cages. 

Seeking freedom 

from the humanly virtues 

from the kingdom called 'humanity' 

Preaching love, togetherness and 

sense of affection. 

In reality; only disparity. 
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All despair; once a sudden 
reached a blind halt. 

The road less travelled till today; 
ended with a new beginning, 
for another fresh start. 

Now, a change 
0 skies! 0 Heaven! 

The soul breathing life 
and life breathing the soul 
in a lifetime's dream ! 



Vishal Ajmera: He is a Business Strategy consultant by 
profession working with a reputed MNC in Mumbai. Over the 
years, Vishal has developed a penchant for poetry and has 
established himself as a successful poet cum lyrics writer; 
composing poetry across several genres and encapsulating 
various aspects of life from psychology, nature to imagery. 
With contributions in several international anthologies and 
magazine publications, his journey in the 'poetic world' 
continues unabated. Apart from poems, Vishal is an ardent 
music lover and plays guitar. 
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GOODBYE ON OXFORD STREET 

Standing on the brick laid Oxford Street, shining in the cold 
English rain, 

They walked hand in hand for a while, silence screaming in a 
poignant pain. 

The London wind did blow quite rash, chilling all life it 
touched en-route, 

and died against the love filled warmth, of their chaotic 
embrace now mute. 


Comforted silences shared abreast, and hugs getting tighter 
and fair, 

She dug her face into his chest while one last time he kissed 
her hair. 

Ignorant of wary eyes, 96es filled with humans, street urchins 
and Cabbies pink 

He wanted her so badly, in suppressed tales of reality wisely 
did he sink. 
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Night descending, inebriated spirits ascending, the London 
Dry did do its part 

With hope laden eyes, a kiss on their minds, they gradually 
stepped apart. 

Time to go they realised, back to your soil your kith and kin, a 
distant thought 

Times spent together as friends, uninitiated possibilities lost 
in moments fraught. 


She hailed the cab with her Prada bag, and her pedicured 
feet on the pavement. 

Caressing her hair and her cheek bones fair, he squeezed her 
palms in dissent. 

Leaning in, a brush of manes, a brush of cheeks a brush of 
lips. A brush of hearts, 

A brush of feelings, inexplicable, of untold love in distant 
lands of royal arts. 


The cab sped away by Debenhams, and Harrods and Hilton 
by the Marble arch, 

The goodbye on Oxford Street then concluded. This bond 
born in March. 


22 



Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night, 
Vishak lets his personal experiences decide the course of his 
pen on paper to come up with the most Vivid and brutal 
expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses 
his ability to connect to people emotionally to put those 
experiences on paper and enables others to look at the world 
through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a Cafe in 
Coimbatore called V's and pens down poems and dark Stories 
during the little free time he gets. 
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FLYING ABOVE THE SKIES 

The parrots and pigeons 
loved their master 
and pitied her 
every time she fed them, 
for they wondered how hard 
it was for her to live in 
such a big cage, 

and how easily she loved them unconditionally. 

Perceptions differ, 
cages vary in sizes, 
for each one us live in 

different shells and breathe different waves 
and yet freedom is what 
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you see and is much more 
than what the world tells you, 
but there's one thing 
I want you know, 
it does not matter 
whether the sun sets 
or the moon fades, 
all that matters is 
whether you believe 
in what you think you are, 
go break the silence, 
dive into what you love. 



Vasanthi Swetha: She is an Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 
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(Dedicated to my first cousin, Suvidha who died last month, May 21, 2016. She was my 
mama's daughter and one of my closest friends in the family. Summer holidays during our 
Calcutta days meant 'nani house' in Delhi at her place. She was the binding force in the 
family who managed to get all the lazy cousins together for lunches and made everyone 
laugh with her crazy sense of humor. It is so difficult to see my mama and mami this way. 
She was only 48 . The background to a very personal poem this time.) 

A tar black storm descended 

The family plunged into darkness 

The lashing rain the brooding grey 

Nature in unison in our grief 

What conspiracy did someone hatch up there? 

His need infinitely greater than ours 
In that abyss of despair 
I felt a stir 
You came to us 

In repeated dream to wipe our tears 
In the guise of a sunbeam 
To rebuild and repair 
In every flutter of a summer still leaf 
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You kissed our souls 


There you were 

Today no more 

Our sunshine spirit 

Gone through that mysterious door 

A voyage so transient 

Wish you could have lingered some more 

But in this ephemeral land of transit 

Only the good die young! 



Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Frangaise de Delhi. She is a French teacher in a 
couple of schools and private institutes and also translates 
for various publishing houses and corporates. An active 
member of various quiz clubs across Delhi-she has a soft 
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corner for Kolkata where she spent her childhood. Her 
various passions include singing, playing the piano, 
composing music and participating in local antakshari 
competitions. She describes herself as a dreamer...a 
wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the romantic 
moorings worsened with all her fancy French studies. Poetry 
for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy-and strangely - 
what keeps her rooted too. 
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WEARINESS 


An intense weariness engulfs me, 
Suffocates, 

Threatens to drown, 

And burdens my evensong. 

A long way I have hauled. 

This bruised. 

Mauled unrecognizable self, 
Leave me alone. 

Fear not that I reject you, 

I need you 

To cry for me, my friend, 
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Your tears soothe my wounded soul. 


I need this space for myself, 

To see how far I toiled alone, 

To weigh your concern. 

To know I was never alone. 

What is my existence worth? 

To you or anyone? 

Dark clouds loom above, 

Greying the edges of my horizon. 

My gilded cage rings with the shivers 
In my enfeebled voice. 

A lonely lament 

On whom the end is nearing. 
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*A 

Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the 
universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power of 
words, in the power of good intentions. She has two children 
both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
way. 
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PLAYTHINGS 

From the tinted windows of the 
Private ward is seen— 

A boy atop three tiers of the 
Stacked paver blocks under a 
Gulmohar tree on this June mid-day 

Fully absorbed with a three-wheeled and painted 
Tin bus, his sister playing with a rag doll 

While their sun-burnt parents 
Pleads covered 

Dig the trenches along with other workers. 

The A/C does not function in the room 
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Inconveniencing the occupants 
Suffering from life-style disease 

Oh! The day is hot! 

Why does it splutter? 

This weather! 

The two kids—oblivious of the 

Humidity-n-heat of the coastal city 

The screaming vehicles 

And the dust being generated there 

Unattended for long spells 

Playing with the discarded things 

And regularly kissed by a gentle breeze 

Finally—lulled to sleep 

On the rough rectangular blocks 

Their daily soft bed in the open air. 
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Sunil Sharma: He is a writer based in Mumbai, India. A 
college principal, he has published four books of poems, two 
books of shorts and a novel in English, apart from co-editing 
six literary anthologies. He edits Episteme: 

http://www.episteme.net.in/ 
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A BODY REMAINS AT REST 

A body remains at rest 

Until acted upon by an external force/ 

Or was it an unbalanced force? 

What makes a woman sit next to shit? 

For years? 

Inertia! 

There's a fan overhead, the mind justifies... 
Don't rock the boat, she silently refrains... 
For years! 

I'm in a ladies' compartment. 

It must have been a woman who soiled... 
Must have been her child. 

Wrapped, covered in paper... 

Why didn't she dispose of it? 
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Swach Bharat! 


Never mind, the actions of others—beyond comprehension. 
And yours? How can you sit here? For how long? 

It doesn't smell, maybe it isn't shit... 

But that girl who almost stepped on it and moved away 
Said it stank! 

Something wrong with my olfactory glands? 

Or my brain doesn't want to accept? 

How long am I going to sit here? 

I could go to another compartment... 

Stations came and the MRTS stopped 
But I didn't move 
Until I was moving 
To stand at the door 

Clinging to the swinging handholds overhead 

Smiling at the breeze that rushed in 

Frowning at a quick glimpse of a men's room through its 
open doorway 

As the train picked up speed out a station 
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Then below, a man zips up his pants after urinating in the 
open... 

I study the concrete railing edging the railway tracks 

Wasn't dirty, just ugly... 

The ladies compartment was filling up 

All the seats occupied, even next to the shit. 

They sat comfortably on the floor. 

There were empty compartments in front and behind. 

But they preferred the ladies compartment 

It had a police man watching over it from the compartment 
in front 

It also had the shit. 

I'll avoid the ladies compartment next time 
Doesn't matter now, this journey's done. 

Maybe I'll drive and avoid the whole train next time 
I have to go to the divorce court. 
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Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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Hey few intellectuals looted our language 

our views, opinions and voice all hijacked 

Someone faintly cognizant of our travails, proclaim to be 
experts 

Falsifying our concerns with words unknown to us 
Wearing the glass of sympathy 

Ripping into our painful existence with their crocodile tears 
May never have interest in our poverty/hunger/invisibility 
So what their intellect goes beyond reality 
Comes out in words of pure sarcasm 

Trying to comprehend their compulsion to do what they do 

It seems lies are no more lies, they are ways to be truthful to 
the job 

These thick skinned representers of our travails 
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Could do better than trivializing our pain and roasting their 
bread on our pyre 

Let's reunite, get the voice back, form real words and revive 
our language 

Or the power lust of few will push us and our progeny into 
non-existence 

Remember language is just not way to express, its way of 
being!!!! 



Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 
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(On occasion of world environment day, 5 th June) 

MOTHER NATURE 


God gifted us with this wonderful nature 
Trees, flowers, soil, water and creatures! 
Without any self, this Mother Nature 
Provides us with so much comfort and gesture 
Green leaves of those plants and trees 
With their shadow provide a shelter of relief! 
Soil, even being silent, a crucial role plays 
On the laps of which, this whole world rolls! 
Water, the main need of everyone here 
Whether, any bird, human being or creature! 
Flowers blooming on this earth and garden 
Fills the life of everyone with joy and passion! 
Air, necessary to breathe, to live this life 
Pure air is a gift that cleans a way to survive! 
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Look, what the Mother Nature has gifted us 
Admire, what that Lord actually has blessed us! 

This, environment, the nature are very important 
But, what we all are doing on the other end? 

Destroying these natural trees, soil, air, water and plants 
Just to fulfill our own needs and requirements! 

Even being a living body, we are killing other living creatures 
What justices we people are doing with this Mother nature? 
Still much more is there in our hands 
We can serve to protect our environment! 

Let us pledge today all of us together 
We all shall take steps to protect our nature! 

This nature, this surrounding, is a blessing to us 
Let us not harm it in any ways! 

Let us plant a sapling of greenery everywhere 
Let us protect our environment and atmosphere!!! 
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Sonia Gupta: She hails from Dera Bassi, near Chandigarh, 
India. Though, a doctor by profession, yet poetry is her 
passion. She started writing in 2006 and her journey of 
poetry continued afterwards. Her many poems got a place in 
various Hindi magazines and English anthology books. 
Recently she became an established poetess after getting her 
two Hindi poetry books published. Her three English poetry 
books are releasing soon. Besides poetry, she is fond of 
paintings, singing, cooking, knitting, designing, stitching and 
embroidery too!!! 

E-mail: Sonia.4840@gmail.com 
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ONCE A GARDEN... 



when grass becomes green 

that's fit to be sipped, 

shooting out buds 

and sun-woven bridges, 

fat globs of honey wrapped up in petals, 

the bees will come, and so do the lovers, 

dreaming their love has made the world bloom. 

but so does the gardener who hums a glad tune 

to the wicked beat of his metal shears 

that go snip-snip-snipping with sheer 

enjoyment of consuming that sound. 

So if you're a lover or bee who sips in the summer, 
beware of the gardener, his shears and his tune, 
his mighty conceit, and the mistaken 
thought that the garden belongs to the gardener. 
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Facsimile wars kept nudging me from my path 
It isn't important that I die for a cause 


Or cry for a cause 


But that I fight for it, for my living and my love, for my long 
journey 

Alone, through facsimile corridors, 

Alone. 



Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. 
Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. 
He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
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The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 
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BLISSFUL MOURNING 

On one side, a cemetery to be seen 
Alongside, a patchwork of green and blue 
Beautiful flowers, very keen 
On enfolding their petals 
Is this our mourning bliss? 

Our ancestors, strong in their wilful roots 

Spiteful are they to mar 

The lovely masquerade, to choose 

As they are willing to spar 

Can our mourning be blissful in this? 

The inexhaustible months of spring wore on 
A single white rose crept in through the thorn 
It seemed as if an abundance of feeling 
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Spurt from our age old ancestors who were willing 
To encompass the lovely guest 
Into their fold and be her host 


It seemed as if our blissful mourning 


Has finally found a wakeful morning 



Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest in 
languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. She 
completed B.A. and M.A. in English Literature as also B.Ed. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha's father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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(pic by Suvojit Banerjee titled 'Window Blinds into the Evening') 

CYCLE 

My home was invaded by seasonal cluster flies forcing us to 
sit in the dark after sunset waiting for the hour of the cluster 
flies to cross, and it always felt like sitting in a grave and 
feeling insects crawl over our body from the flies that lost 
their wings as soon as the lights shut - like natural tendencies 
of cluster flies to lose their wings and fall to the floor and 
eventually crawl around and die. Those end lines reflected a 
struggle for the flooring of my home was of worn out mosaic 
being a norm in aged homes, where the surfaces were rough, 
dusty and hard to clean. It was laborious work to clean up 
fallen flies with a sweeping broom and dustpan - the irony of 
them being collected from dust to be emptied out in dust. 
Now, there are new end lines of feet remembering the feel of 
smooth, polished marbles of a good life under its soles that 
learnt to adjust to mediocrity, scuffing to rise again. 
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Sheikha A.: She is from Pakistan and United Arab Emirates. 
Her work has appeared in over 80 literary venues both print 
and online. She edits poetry at eFiction India. More about her 
can be found on her blog sheikha82.wordpress.com 
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WOMEN IS THE SYNONYM OF STRENGTH 

Women is the synonym of strength, 
power, force and glory 
residing in various relationships 
and various form on this earth. 

She is like flowing water 
pure in every aspect, 
has ability to even absorb 
all kinds of impurities, 
existing in any way. 

Is tender, calm and serene 
in fullest measure. 

Has adaptability to adjust 
in any situations and conditions, 
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however tough and challenging it is. 
But when in fierce form 
can bring worst destruction. 



Shamenaz: Doctorate with specialization on Sub-continent 
Women Writers and a teacher residing in Allahabad, which is 
my birthplace and a city very close to my heart. I have a 
passion for reading and writing which is above all anything 
for me, and recently, for poetry, and have published many 
poems in E-journals & magazines in India. I am a great nature 
lover and love to write poetry based on it but I also like to 
write on various issue relating our everyday lives. I have 
presented papers in Seminars/Conferences all over India and 
have published papers in many refereed journals in India and 
abroad. I am in the Editorial board of journals: Literary 
Miscellany, CLOJ ( Cyber Literature, Research Access, 
Expression, The Context & IJRHS ( Jordan). I am the Guest 
Editor of 'The Context' Volume 2, issue 3. I have served as a 
Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural 
Incharge, AIET since 5 years. I am a freelancer, who writes 
reviews, articles & blogs. 
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DRY PORTRAIT OF FRIDA KAHLO 

From eyebrow to jail bars 

I am crowned with a rail of thorns 

this vertebral column hell of skulls agonizes me 

this severed placenta slavery feeds me 

the orphanage pushing my gut aborts and aborts me 

I am a motherless ghost 

my dry udders drip rusted curds 

punishment for a castrated uterus 

Oh how I limp in my portraits 

Every sterile night, I un-nurse the fetuses in the bones of my 
bed 
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and my eyes bleed drops of mirrors that speak to me 
and the twisted breath of daily tragedy nails me 
and I am hidden in my Nana, I breastfeed shadows 
with the same loneliness that night pours inside me 
and I paint myself without looking 



*r® V 


BED AND MESA 

They were not paper boats 
on the bed, 

only books, 
stars above the sky 
of the -inverted- 
mattress 
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Sergio A. Ortiz: He is the founding editor of Undertow Tanka 
Review. His collections of Tanka, For the Men to Come 
(2014), and From Life to Life (2014) were released by 
Amazon. He's a two time Pushcart nominee and a four time 
Best of the Web nominee. His poems have been published in 
over four hundred journals and anthologies. 
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WOVEN GARDEN 

Silken strands of oxygen 
puddle loosely 
upon the sordid web 

Spider spit its water 
to the gods 
when the sky poured 

Only Big Truths 
in the harsh bite 
of organic rhythm 

Natural Order spins 
its victims up in life 
with food chain cycles of chaos 
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Black Widow courts 


the holy flood 

comes spilling from the chalice 


Ivory tower distortion 
catching waves of static 
when the dose of venom falls 



Scott Thomas Outlar: He hosts the site 

17Numa.wordpress.com where links to his published poetry, 
fiction, essays, and interviews can be found. His chapbook 
"Songs of a Dissident" was released in 2015 through 
Transcendent Zero Press and is available on Amazon. His 
poetry collections "Happy Hour Hallelujah" (CTU Publishing) 
and "Chaos Songs" (Weasel Press) are both forthcoming in 
2016. Spider web photo appears courtesy of Mechelle Wilson 
Ballew. 
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CINEMA 

A bit of direction 
And a bit of action 
Makes a scene 
A lot of chance 
And a bit of romance 
Cover the screen 

The heart beating suspense 

And the heart touching innocence 

Fill the eyes 

The tempers so worse 

The blood boiling verse 

Calls for the ice 

A bit of misunderstanding 
A bit so entertaining 
Leave us lean 
The graphical creation 
The never ending emotion 
Make our eyes clean 
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The song sequence 
With the following nuisance 
Drags the reel chart 
The belly tickling comedy 
The illness remedy 
Relieves the heart 

A bit of bravery 
Which is only temporary 
Gives us a thrust 
The nail biting climax 
Which later let us relax 
Is always a must 

Altogether , it is a full- 
fledged drama 
Which pulls us into a 
dilemma , 

This is called THE CINEMA 



Satya Vadlamani: She hails from Hyderabad and works for a 
construction company. She likes to experiment on various 
poetry forms with diverse genres and feel that one should be 
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exposed to enjoyable forms of writing. She writes poetry 
under the pseudonym "uniqusatya" and also blogs at 
uniqusatya.wordpress.com. Her works are published in 
anthologies like The Gospel', Taj Mahal review' and in 
various online poetry magazines, viz. 'Word weavers' 'Writing 
geeks'. She is also a co-founder and organiser at Twin cities 
poetry club, Hyderabad who recently launched their first 
anthology, 'Lakadikapool-The poetry bridge', written by the 
members of the club. 
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A POET'S WORLD 

Taciturn oracle without a shrine, 
For there is none anywhere 
That confides more 
Than a simple pen 
And conferring to myself: 

'The wiser and noble me', 
Considering the problem 
Of perhaps some salient past! 

"Go ahead", urge the words, and 
"Recognize it for some meaning 
Brought about by your experience. 
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Then, when you have separated 
The telling detail out 
Of the remotest complexity, 

You will efface with significance 
Even when others may think 
That within your own world, 

This is nothing but ridiculousness"! 

I seriously listened to the words 
And continued sharing my thoughts 
With the hungry ears of the world! 
It was a chance I took 
And only time will honestly tell 
The final result! 
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Romeo Della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and coming to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. As a citizen of the world, there 
is not race, color, or religious beliefs that would stop me from 
searching for happiness...I have become through times 
passed that I am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: 'To 
spread my message of Love an Peace throughout the World 
and if my poetry can touch a single soul in the World, then I 
would gladly die leaving my clear footprints behind! 


www.romeodellavalle.com 
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LOVE LIFE IN MYSELF 

life goes out with each breath 

we Struggles to remain the same till being dead 

we consumes ourself in terms of uncounted Stubborn 
pebbles of time 

melts, such pebbles ,going hard to see 
Hard to find again 

Vanishes in seconds, stubborn pebbles of time 
yet 

we love it 

even though we can't touch the romance in it 
we feel it dancing in each cell 
We love it 

it may slow it's pace as wind 
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And we find ourself as old as we never thought 
yet we love it 



Rohit Kumar Goutam: I am from Jhansi (UP), am a B. Tech 
graduate. I love to write as it relieve stress. It works for me 
and can show others a different way of looking at things 
around them. I am not published anywhere yet. 
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ANANTAPUR 

(after reading a gazetteer of Anantapur that was originally written in 1905) 

Muslamma cried for the last time, as she sank into the 
turbulent river, "memories are lifeless" - the scream 
pervaded in air etching an acoustic boundary around this 
region. The locals believed for a long time, that her sighs 
could be heard under a Margosa tree- but one day, when an 
impertinent lady screamed 'O Musalamma! Hast not thy yet 
drowned?', she became silent forever. 

Naked women descend from waning crescent of moon onto 
the tip of Mallappakonda hill, where there is a shrine of a 
local goddess. By morning, the priest reckons, on finding the 
traces of menstrual blood and moist footprints. 

An old man whispered in his disturbed sleep, "...the time 
when famine and cholera hurled Anantapur to irrecoverable 
destinies. Children, their stomach stuck to their ribs, cried 
with hunger, in sweltering darkness of prolongated nights. 
The shadow of death loomed from the infamous gibbets 
where bodies of thugs, bandits and thieves were suspended. 
Feverish winds licked the dead crop, as sand rose like hood of 
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a snake. A bull rendered as a sacrifice to a black stone, whose 
jugular vein bled rivers of light, trembled on the infertile 
soil." The old man sat from his sleep and murmured "Drought 
is a nightmare" 

Evening, you rove in the sinuous streets of town. The 
sensation of retreating light licks your sole like a tender 
tongue of a ruthless beast. When you realise that you are lost 
irredeemably, you hear a racket of laughter and smell of 
ocean. As you follow your senses, you encounter a canal and 
ladies taking bath. They welcome you to disrobe yourself and 
join their company. You go farther to find an arid desert with 
shaking mirages and last words of dead farmers soaring as 
winds . 

By the time you return, all you remember about Anantapur is 
a skeleton of fish, stuck in a cast-net. 



Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
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complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 
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ICEBERG 

Translucency creeps, a worm under my skin 
I look pointedly at the road lest the flush give me away 

The road climbs a hill 
I follow 

knowing it leads to the same block of ice 
A sheer drop waits on the other side 
I have floated here before 

The iceberg of death waits for another sun to embed itself 

Eyes follow the flight of a lone falcon 
The continuous motion of wings 
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up-down up-down 
Chooose now 
Sky or earth for you? 

I become the dice thrown from some sky 
Shuffle, shake and let go 

Caught between the sheer joy of a momentary union 
much awaited 

and the terror of losing a familiar terrain 
to glaciatic currents, I stand poised 
consolidating the moment 
ready to dive into death of only one kind 

The elements have stopped time 
Which way will this human dice fall? 

A gamble thrills 
A cat licks its paw 

Zephyrus, don't catch me 
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Set me free for once 


I am too cold to fit into your realms 
colder than the floating bed of ice 



Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently 
living in Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems have 
been published in several anthologies and journals e.g. The 
Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle Journal, 
Poetry Quarterly, Lakeview International Journal etc. She is 
also the Destiny Poets UK's, Poet of the year for 2014 and 
one of the editors of The Significant Anthology released in 
July 2015. More recently, she was adjudged second in the 
World Union Of Poet's competition, 2016. She writes at 
Butterflies Of Time. 
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LAYER BY LAYER 

As delicately as soft petals torn apart 
We both unravel 

layer by layer 


layers of unbridled portals of sporadic passion 
layers of windblown pane-broken windows 
layers of wavy flower scented stained bed spreads 
layers of icy robes drenched in transparency 
layers of vaporous skin glistening with sporty sweat 
layers of the calcium tautness of brittle bones 
layers of the throbbing flesh soaked in fresh frozen 

blood 
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layers of the webby mesh of tubes, tunnels and 
wormholes 

layers of pure mess, mucus and feces 

layers of putrid matter, mind and mindlessness 

layers of the flaming dreams 

layers of desires 

and rays. 


Till 

with a pitiful roar of the elements in disarray 

we fall 

layer by layer 


to the ground to touch 
and germinate the earth. 


73 



Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 
anthology, "A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes" (five voices 
seventy poems). A collection of his poetry, "Architecture of 
Flesh" was published by Paperwala in 2015. E-mail: 
shankeran@Rmail.com 


Blog: bonoboland.wordpress.com 
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MY HERO 

When I was five 
My father was the greatest. 
He was my Hero 
Better than the best. 

My best friend was he 
When I was ten, 

Someone to love and trust 
And have lots of fun. 

The kite that wouldn't fly 
The boat that refused to sail, 
Every test my Hero passed 
Not once did he fail. 
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Of love and togetherness 
We shared many a moment, 

His future he neglected 

But never even once my present. 

He regarded quality time 
His most precious gift, 

Even if it meant 

Giving his career a bit of short shrift. 

When I was twenty 
He suddenly became a stranger, 

I was Mister Know-All 
And the cool, lonely 'ranger'. 

I thought he was a failure 

Who had achieved nothing in life 

Neither wealth, nor status nor position 

He was merely a father to his son, a husband to his wife. 

When he should have been climbing the ladder 
He wasted his time on the family, 
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Instead of being busy in meetings 
He was tending my hurting knee. 

I envied my friend his father's success 
And felt very small. 

How I wished my father too was a Chairman 
So that I could strut proud and tall. 

One day my friend saw my album 
Of the time when I was nearly ten, 

In it were all the memories 
The love, the joy, the fun. 

As he scanned the snaps 
His face grew long and sad, 

"I wish we could trade places 
And I could have such a loving Dad." 

"I have everything," my friend said, 

"That money and status can buy 

Yet in my album 

There is no photo of Dad and I." 
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"While I was growing up 
My Dad too was busy growing. 

And in my stock of photos 

There is not a single one worth showing." 

"You have so many memories to treasure 
While I have none, 

Though I may have a swanky car and a big house 
I have lost a childhood of love and fun." 

As my friend left 
I had tears in my eyes, 

How selfish and mean I had been 
He made me realize. 

I went to my father 
A tired and crumpled man 
I told him, "I am sorry. 

But I love you more than anyone ever can." 

As he took me in his arms 
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And both of us began to cry, 
He was once again my Hero 
And I only five. 



Ramendra Kumar: What would you call a person who is a 
writer by passion, a story teller by obsession, a mentor by 
aspiration and a communicator by profession? You would 
probably call him insane. Well, we call him Ramen. 
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i am this poem, 
no rhyme nor rhythm 
wavered, unnamed 
& empty. 

you are a verse 
written by the gods 
painted to perfection; 
mysterious yet metered, 
wondered and the wonderful. 

i am this poem. 

cliched, 

black and white 
and the in-betweens. 
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you are love paraphrased 
in an language unknown, 
a feeling born 
from the happy endings 
of fairytales. 

and then you slowly slide 
into the soul of my syllables 
and complete this poem. 


i am this poem. 



Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA 
in economics. He now takes care of his family business and 
has his own online store. His love for tea resulted in a 
beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. 
He loves train journeys, photography, eating out and playing 
cricket. He loves writing and reading love poems. His poem 
was first published last year in South Africa. 
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LIZARD BRAZEN ON THE PAINTED WALL 

I view just above my head; 

Click on an escapade, its prey. 

Lizard sticky on the wall 
A tiny insect transported 
Inside its soft belly. 

Still staring at the corner 
Of the void. Filling should 
Be less, it internalizes, 

Its protruding round balls 
like eyes, fixed and scary. 

Now on the flat mosaic, 

Locust amidst paper torn 
and rolled to the corner, 
rolling and rolling still 
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rolling and craving for a shape. 
Dead or alive, I don't know. 
Yesterday it was clipping 
The green, verdant leaves. 

Today, whipped by a whiff of wind 
With thorny brambles 
Perhaps undoing the clipper. 


I look up again, 

Voice augurs, 
as if Lizard beckons, 
My stay on the wall. 

As Gods stay with you. 



S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A. English 
,obtained M.A. English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
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subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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NAMES 



"Remember Sundaram Mama's 
Standing joke? 

"I retired from Godrej and Boyce. 

But wife didn't retire from Godrej and Girls 
He told it everytime. 

Forty year's service without a blot, 
Daughter married off to America groom. 

Or Venkatesan Mama in 25B? 

Left early and returned late 
To avoid the rush hour crowd. 

No children, and no regrets. 

Or Jayaram Mama? 

The one who secretly returned potatoes, 
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Purloined by his wife. 


And Sita Mami? 

The one who would turn up 

After the poojai ended 

And take a whole flaskful of payasam? 

And Pankajam Mami? 

Sitting under the barren mango tree 
To extract gossip from passers by. 

I don't blame you for not remembering. 
I had to make up their names 
To write this poem, for; 

I have forgotten the original ones. 

They were meant to be forgotten." 
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Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 
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Drop the world 
Without finding 
Something better? 
Struggled a lot 
Reached nowhere. 
Searching for a womb 
To reincarnate 
Have to fulfill 
All my dreams 
If not in next 
Will try for next 
Again and again. 
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Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature's 
beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing 
skills, published poems in various anthologies and periodicals 
and received many awards of excellence. He was a professor 
in the Department of Commerce, St. Albert's college, Kochi, 
Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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The first primordial sound, AUM, the first Word, 

All knowledge, encapsulated in words, 

Some experiences are only felt, unfettered by words, 
beyond words, acknowledged wordlessly! 



WILDLIFE SOS 

Wildlife SOS sounded the alert 

And 400 items of wild-life trafficking and snaring were pulled 
down by an online retail giant! 

Wild animals kill for food, while humans for pleasure! 

May the shooting photographers' tribe increase and the 
taxidermists' decrease! 

The moneyed, liveried not always world-class citizens, 
Trophy wives, please say no to 
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Tiger claw pendants, exotic plumed hats for your racecourse 
events, 

Alligator, snake, otter skin handbags, 

Say no to cozying up in minks and pashmina shawls. 

Say no to that ethereal swoon inducing perfume- a musk 
deer was killed for your olfactory pleasure, 

Say no to your kids' private zoos, aquariums, aviaries and 
butterfly parks, 

I question you - How would you like it if you were naked and 
spread eagled for public scrutiny? 

Live and let live. 

Be guardians of this beautiful, bountiful Earth with her flora 
and fauna! 



MY MUSE! 

She plays hide and seek with me. 

Storms my mind when I am deep into mundane chores, 
Hurries me through my tasks, 
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Waiting impatiently for me to hold pen to paper, 

So she may see the light of day! 

Or bask in the moonlight, 

Or the table lamp! 

She chortles gleefully when she forces me to give her form in 
candle light in the absence of electricity. 

She defines me as a person, apart from all the roles a woman 
plays in her whole life. 

She's my alter ego, a free spirit, who makes me visit realms in 
the dream world, where only positivity reigns in all its forms! 

She is my strength and my weakness too. 

I will have it no other way. 



Pratima Apte: I am an English Hons. Graduate of Delhi 
University. I am a homemaker, recently turned grandmother! 

I used to write sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's 
page of the Indian Express. I love reading and writing, words 
are my world. My interests in reading are self-help books, 
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spiritual and cookbooks and fiction. Books by Ayn Rand, 
Taylor Caldwell, Leon Uris, J Krishnamurthy, Dan Brown have 
been my favourites, as also layman's homeopathy, astrology 
and medical books. 
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(Pervert Park is a 2014 documentary film on a Florida Justice Transitions trailer park, 
nicknamed "Pervert Park", which houses over 100 convicted sex offenders.) 

I am fluid in frictionless motion. 

I am violating, committing the act. I am heedless, voiceless, 
and aware. 

I am feeling the surge, I am done with it. I do it again. 

I live, I die. 

I am broken, I am ashamed. 

I am repulsed, I am alone, but there is no leaving my act(s) 
behind, I am it. 

I am searching, I am seeing the victim. 

I live, I die. 

I am satisfied. I am moving on, I am one with my act. 
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I am protected, I have allies, I have reasons. 

I am surrounded by like consciences. 

I live, I die. 

I am alienated, I am unforgiven. I am no soul to redeem. 

I am incarcerated, I am looking to get by today. 

I am working, I am working, I am in the void. 

I live, I die. 

I am lech, littering, liking this. 

I am subventing a system for convenience. 

I am inflicting intentional pain. 

I am denying any crime, I am not bound by your morals. 

I am not alone in the act, we are all drenched in the rain of 
guilt. 

I live, I die. 

I am with you, I walk to your store, 

I am silently carrying something more. 

I am Pervert Park, I am Raskolnikov. 

I am Dorian Gray, I have come to know. 
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I am a ghost. I am a perpetrator. 

I am trying to bring down that door. 
I live, I try. 



Prasanna H: I have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. I 
live across the street from where I was born. I have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When I am not hanging out, I read, watch movies, 
start things I won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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IT WILL PASS AWAY TOO 

At a time when the earth is revolving and we are moving too 
with the tectonic of the earth 
We both are writing 

Don't you feel it will lessen the speed of the storm 
approaching us 

Whether we write or not 
A sky has to be there 
Star studded too 

We both will stare at the darkness barking like stray dogs 

Hunger do bark at mid night 

When one pine for words 

When trees sprout their flowery arms 
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When sleepy eyes ask for dreams with begging bowl in an 
insensitive 

World 

When peace negotiate with 
war mongers on their terms 

When my love for you swims ceaselessly across the turbulent 
sea in search of a shore 

that only you and none else can give 

How far you are 
How near I am to the storm 
Don't ask 
Let us face it 

It will pass away too singing its own song ! 

Poetry never get uprooted 

Always words find its root in the soul of a marginalised man 
Shall we read each other's poem 
The same sky 

The same darkness it covers 
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Sea too same, same too the poem's shore! 


Now that loneliness lagooning me 

Now that sound immerses in the sea of silence 

I knock at your door to enter 

The way enters prayer 

Tearing apart the illuminating darkness of the universe! 


No more stormy my breathing 
Why don't you open the courtyard of your love 
We both can sway like the dangling tree with leaves 
As if breathing air! 



Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from Balangir district of Odisha 
(India) is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia and English. 
So far he has published three anthologies of poetry in Odia to 
his credit. His poems have been published in national 
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anthologies like Scaling Heights and international anthologies 
like GLOBAL ANTHOLOGY ON PEACE AND HARMONY, HAPPY 
ISLE, FEELINGS INTERNATIONAL, etc. By profession. Dr. 
Satpathy is a Reader in Economics, at present in Rajendra 
autonomous college, Balangir (Odisha). He has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as honorary member for two 
consecutive terms. 
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A LONELY CRY 

Faerie caught in moonbeam shaft 
Drawn up by the rising draught 
Of wishes cast into the light 
By a child alone upon this night 

Faerie hears the cry that came 
And parents two could bear no blame 
No fault alone that they had parted 
Except in that of which they started 

Faerie sees a child that's lost 
For all his life will bear a cost 
And all this borne by one too young 
Just starting on life's bottom rung 
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Faerie bonds to human soul 


With all the heat of burning coal 
Sacrificing its own part 
To dwell within this human heart 



Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 
He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 
and at www.elfinchild.com 
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OBITUARY 

The men with ropes and a power-saw encircle the tree, 
eyeing its girth with apprehension. Then one of them climbs 
up the trunk, slipping a noose over its lower branches. 
Countless birds take off in a flash of ear-splitting cacophony 
when the saw comes to life with a loud whirr. 

As kids we would sit on the young branches of this tree, 
staining our shirts with mango juices and laughing at the 
inquisitive heads of squirrels and mynahs. We had even 
holed up old biscuit-tins overflowing with our most-prized- 
possessions in the hollow of its trunk. 

For half a day, the sickly drone of the power-saw drifts in 
through the locked windows of my second floor apartment. 
Branch by branch, the tree disappears and then finally the 
trunk, on which I had carved my name in a moment of 
juvenile ribaldry, comes crashing down. 

slash of rain - 

Dad's wrinkled hand 

curled in mine 
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Paresh Tiwari: An electrical engineer by profession, a 
creative writer, and illustrator by choice, Paresh Tiwari, grew 
up in the labyrinthine lanes of Lucknow. He took to Japanese 
literary short forms in the winter of 2012. 

Since then his haiku, haibun, tanka, haiga, free-form poems 
and flash fiction pieces have been published in various 
journals, anthologies and books. His first collection of haiku 
and haibun 'An inch of sky' was published by 20 Notebooks 
Press and is available online. 
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My bone has the secret of secrets 
Let them be burnt 

Burnt until all the bones become ashes 

Sweet, sour, bitter 

Pleasant stays together 

Travelling ten hours to meet 

Meeting in strange soils 

Strange languages, culture 

the bones that hid them 

Like the paintings in the cave 

My secrets, my paintings. 

Let no one ask the meaning of the secrets 
No one admire 
No one to read 
We know 
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We read 


We Lost. 



Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
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I LOVE YOU MORE 

I love you more 

As you sit in the dark with me 

Not looking when I do not want to be seen. 

I'll never know all the secrets 

Of your heart, and you'll never know 

All the things that made me - me 

But every time I need to take a walk 

In the cold deserted geographies 

Of my heart, or you need to bathe 

In sparkling blue waters of a memory 

We'll simply sit beside each other 

Trying not to ascertain 

What you are thinking 

Or what I am feeling 
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In peace and quiet without words 

That won't roll out well 

And cling to memory achingly 


So we'll wait to be together 
In the dark or in distance 
Not prying or infuriating 
Each others' love or attention 
Never wandering too far away. 



Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best fagade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 
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THE REFUGEE 

Ears turn red: 
that Syrian accent 
on the public radio 
inside the boom box 
in the streets of Turkey 
and Europe. 

Thousands of them 
walk everyday 
pulling the suitcases 
of yesterday, 
pushing the 
doors of hope, 
walk past flea markets 
on sale: 

childhood and security 
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Deja vu? 

1947: 

Tryst with destiny 
the bogies of wails in 
the train to Pakistan 


Aren't we all the refugees of time? 
Where the mind is the capitalist 


And the heart, the investor 



Nivedita Narsapuram: She is an unschooled student of 
poetry and prose. She writes to make sense of the chaotic 
world around through her stories and poetry. Among her 
other interests, she loves exploring Wisconsin and soaking in 
the warmth of its people and its harsh winters. She blogs at: 
nnivedita.com. 
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WHAT RULES YOU? 

A churning, turbulent factory set in the inky black darkness 
within a vault, made by ossified arches. 

An uneven lump of matter, pockmarked and grey, 
crisscrossed by whisper-thin strands of life support. 

A frenzied automaton set in a sea of burnished copper 
hemmed in by satin smooth walls. 

A maelstrom of flowing fluid locked with a secure safe, 
crisscrossed by whisper-thin strands of life support. 

What one says, the other does. 

One feels pain and one cannot. 

Each one, a separate compartmentalized unit, 

As far apart as the distance between impulse and logic, 

Yet neither can function without the other. 


in 




Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who likes reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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PATCH WORKS 

Woman is good at patch works. 

Frills, long skirts, mirrors, 
needle and thread 
virgin colours, dreams. 

Oh yes, she is good at patch works 
like Nu Guo who patched up the sky. 

Patch up, patch up 
broken smiles and relationships. 
Keep smiling; some may say 
"Smile distorts your (acrying) face", 
and some say, "this rainbow smile 
hails life". But smile, patch up 
and sew up the universe. 
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You're the needle 


and you're the thread. 

You're the sorrow 
and you, the antidote. 

You're love, you're lust 
you, the renunciation 
you, the redemption 
you, the decadence 
you, the omnipotent. 

You look graceful 
in this patched, frilled outfit; 
you are pied and pretty 
you've the proud possession 
of a leaking, patched heart¬ 
broken, stitched and patched 
time and again. 

You rummage for a piece of life 
in the dried- up eyes 
across the emptied, distant horizon 
like a fallen martyr. 
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You smother lights yourself and 
grope in the dark. 

Still you manage to lit 
with a struggling flicker. 

You know 

the deeper oceans inside you 
are intact 
and frozen. 

You bring back life on your 
feeble shoulders 

you know how and when to patch up. 

Two intense eyes searching for life 
two curious ears listening to the soul's music 
two tireless legs running after forlorn hopes: 
what do you gain ? 

It's tough 
very tough 

for the caged birds to fly 

for they seem to forget the art of flying. 

But you find the remnants from the garbage 
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defeat fear 


your dried up breasts ooze milk again. 


Woman is good at patch works. 
Frills, long skirts, mirrors 
needles and thread 
virgin colours, dreams ... 

(In celebration of womanhood...) 



Nandini Sahu: She is a major voice in Indian English poetry, is 
an Associate Professor of English in IGNOU, New Delhi, India; 
she is a creative writer, theorist and folklorist ; she is the 
author/editor of eleven books; has been widely published in 
India, U.S.A., U.K., Africa and Pakistan. Dr.Sahu is a double 
gold medalist in English literature, the award winner of All 
India Poetry Contest, Shiksha Rattan Purashkar and Poiesis 
Award of Honour, 2015. She is the Chief Editor and Founder 
Editor of two bi-annual refereed journals, Interdisciplinary 
Journal of Literature and Language(IJLL) and Panorama 
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Literaria. Her areas of research interest cover New 
Literatures, Critical Theory, Folklore and Culture Studies, 
Children's Literature, American Literature and ELT. 
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(This painting is done by Francesco furini) 

A FEW LINES WRITTEN ON ERATO, ART OF POESY AND 
PAINTINGS 

For the Poet I know you keep a place 
in the ranks of the most happy of your Angelic Hosts 
and that you invite him to the eternal feast 
of Virtues, Dominions, and Thrones." 

^Charles Baudelaire, 

Whence paintings and poems 
Come together, as if by thy bless, 

You the Goddess of Art, 

Erato, if you be, my love, 

If you create in me 
A curious burst of Poesy, 
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So mellifluous, if You make 
Me a sea of Thy poetic words, 

Coming out, spontaneous, 

Then, make me your worshipper true, 

Who will only sing for You, 

For You hath always created that impulse 
In mortal men to recreate You Justly just, 

As Francesco once in painted form found You 
Embracing Poetry, Thy paintbrush, 

Left aside, and how Calliope, as if, 

Leaving behind all masques, came, 

To eternalise that beautiful moment 
Of Holy embrace, a creation artful by itself, 

If Thou be Erato, 

And if Calliope 
Comes to You just, 

Make me take another theme, 

As I am doing now, 
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To find you more oft. 

In words and painted forms, soft. 



Moinak Dutta: WELCOME! JULEY! BON JOUR! CIAO! 

Me? I am nothing...I'm not a conscious poet...I just scribble; 

For scribbling is like singing spontaneously...It is like dancing 
loving the movements of body...So I live...So I wish to 
depart... 
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MY MORTAL ENEMY 

I slapped myself black and blue - 
Can you believe it? 

Slapped my arms and legs 
and even where I sit! 

I slapped my neck and cheek, 
my poor fingers and toes! 

My back, my nose, and eyes 
hurt because of blows! 

Don't think I'm punishing myself 
For some hidden sin - 
like martyrs of bygone days - 
that I don't believe in! 

I was trying my best to smack 
a cunning mosquito! 
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I wouldn't wish that evil mite 
on my worst foe! 

It flew above and around me 
with a tuneful mosquito whine, 
searching my anatomy 
for a nice place to dine! 

Every time that I thought 
I finally had it in sight, 
it settled somewhere else on me 
And gave me a stinging bite! 

It plagued me a full day 
And all the night through, 
but when I got up to strike 
away it flew! 

Not only had I hurt myself 
and had bumps all over me, 
sadly I concede victory 
to my mosquito enemy! 
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Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. Currently I am on the verge of 
bringing out a story book targeting children in their pre and 
early teens to encourage reading among children. 
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THE ROYAL DANCE 

Vibrant shades of 

Purple and gold lined oval 

Cobalt blue eye spots 

Dispersed colours of bright 

Turquoise Emeralds and Sapphires 

In every feather on that long train 

And fanning it in style was breathtaking 

Displaying all the vivid colours he possessed 

The Majestic bird danced in style 

His cry echoed all across 

The thorn tree forest along the highway 

As the clouds darkened 

Lightning flashed and 
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Roaring thunder shuddered 

The Royal bird danced again in grace 

I could only admire his performance for awhile 

The honking vehicles and 

The sudden change in the weather 

Disturbed troubling him and me as well 

He lowered and curled back his train 

He took a few steps inside the forest 

He then flew across the evening sky 

crossing the highway 

His wings in shades of black and orange hues 
He looked like a painting in the dark sky 
I saw him land on the edge of a branch 
His train falling like waterfall from the tall tree 
I drove back home with joy and pride 
With colourful thoughts lingering on 
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Merlyn Alexander: I hail from Nagercoil, had my schooling 
and college there and did my post-graduation in Botany. 
Surrounded by nature all around our district with tall coconut 
trees fringed sea shores, beginning of the Western Ghats, 
paddy fields and coconut grove, rubber plantations, with 
some red cliff valleys and scattered mountainous terrain, I 
feel blessed that nature has lots to offer for my poems. I'm 
an ardent lover of nature. Other than writing my hobbies 
include painting, craft, travelling music reading and cooking. 
I'm a blogger and I have a cookery blog. I would love to 
publish a cookery book someday. My collection of poems in a 
book. Gimme some time. 

www.alexanderskitchenrecipes.blogspot.com 
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EK PAUDA LAGAYA THA... 

(English transcreation of a poem written in Urdu) 

I had planted a sapling, in the arid corner of my garden, 

I had made it quaff life itself drop by drop 

The hapless being kept living, dying, moaning, with one foot 

in the mouth of death, and kept swaying to some 

weird intoxication all its own, 

and God alone knows whom he kept yearning for 

with a scared intensity. 

What unknown forces it possesses, what intrepidity and aura 

it commands, this frozen cyclone, 

soon as it sprouts two leaves, it blows springtime in to 

my hapless life-story, and when it strips completely, 

it runs a famine through even my dreamscapes. 

I can't bear to look at it without a smile, or 
without feeling all shaken up. 
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Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 
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UNIVERSAL EQUATION 


What is quickly found 
Is quickly lost at sea 
Like love 


In summertime. 



Mark Antony Rossi: His poetry, criticism, fiction and 
photography have appeared in The Antigonish Review, 
Another Chicago Review, Bareback Magazine, Black Heart 
Review, Collages & Bricolages, Enclave, Expound, GloMag, 
Gravel, Flash Fiction, Japanophile, On The Rusk, Purple Patch, 
Scrivener Creative Review, Sentiment Literary Journal, The 
Sacrificial ,Wild Quarterly and Yellow Chair Review. 


http://markantonyrossi.iigsv.com 
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HOPE 


a Kiran Zehra poem 

Tis' grace its shines through my window bright 
It smiles at me with a wishful sight 
As I surmise - God is this she? 

I see in wonder the parade of prosperity, 

They stand together with extended arms 
I move in closer lost in their charms 
Joy rings the bell as they caress me 
Along with her comes sparkling beauty 
Right when I think I have it all 
A poised face stares out of the wall 
Time they calle'th her for the love of God 
She pulls me out and gets me clawed 
A steed, with no cessation she rides 
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And throws me into wrecking tides 
I look around for grace, prosperity and joy 
They look me like their favourite toy 
In desperation I swim to stay atop 
I close my eyes and wish for this to stop 
Faith then by my side swims on 
No sooner did hope come along. 

And as I open me eyes to see 
A shore of fortune comes to me 
I dust the grains and dry the hurt 
My journey is now through a desert 
Hope doth mine and shall forever be 
No journey can now clasp me 
For hope has set my spirit free. 
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Kiran Zehra Komail: Put her in the mountains and she will 
bargain rhymes and rhythm from the tallest tree and the 
sward. Place her in the concrete jungle and she will sing you a 
song of love midst the streets and the walls. Show her a 
burning torch and she would tell you hope is approaching! 
Call Ms Kiran Zehra Komail, a whirlwind of ideas or a foodie 
her zest for life is endless and so are her dreams! She could 
redefine the shades of red, yellow, black or white in words so 
vivid you'd almost wonder if the true shade of it was this. She 
works for Rotary News as the Sub Editor of the English and 
Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet and people to her are 
intriguing. Her poems and sketches are her therorem - 
simple yet deep and humble. 
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ADIEU 

(a poem by Sajida, translated from Malayalam to English by Kerala Varma) 

Did you lose your way? 

Your unsure stillness gives you away 
When I find you wander aimlessly 
Like a floating pappus in a barren sky 

I let you go without any feeling 

This desert bids you bye 

With joy without rancour 

I know you won't find your resting place here 

You wouldn't sow your seeds in this desert 

May you find your way away 

On the wings of a helpful wind 
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Sajida: She is from Thrissur and lives in UAE. A fan of Urdu 
shayari and Sufi mysticism, she writes poetry and lyrical 
prose in Malayalam. Her published works include a Western 
Australian travelogue in Malayalam "The Colourful Swans of 
Swan River", poems and short stories in various anthologies. 



Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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ON FAMILY 

I. 

In this tin can of infant warmth 

The sides and grooves are too familiar 

Growth is a murmur. 

... An inkling. 

... A supposition. 

Mother and brother sitting on a stoop 

Watching their world grow tired 
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Spinning on its 


Conformed axis 

I, however, am gathering the sweetening sense 

Of it all. 

Same ole' blue 

But the strokes renewed. 

II. 

Is this today? 

Twenty-four going on twenty-five 

Twenty-four and ongoing. 
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Joseph Elenbaas: I am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 
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GOING TO PAKISTAN 

Oh, our dear motherland, Hindustan, 

Tell us why should we go to Pakistan? 

To put some tasty beef into our mouth, 

Which we can get in Kerala, in South? 

What's this anti-national rant, our friend? 
When it's you, who reached Lahore to attend, 
A wedding amidst playing of bands, 

A tasty feast, and then holding of hands. 

A few of our friends from Pakistan, 

Want to come to our land of Hindustan, 

They have heard India is a free country, 
Expression is free, but filled with whataboutry. 
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Saadat Hasan Manto, though you went to Pakistan, 
The Land of the Pure, just heaven-istan, 

Your heart pined, we know, for Hindustan, 

Why didn't you follow the path through Rajasthan? 

Pakistan, Bangla Desh and Hindustan, 

Triplets of history's circumstance, 

Why have you split and made us ache? 

We were one country, for God's sake. 

Leave them be, our writers, and students, 

Forgive them for their slogans of stridence. 

If we chant, "Victory to Bharat - my Motherland?" 
Will you let us stay in this beautiful land? 

(Note: Heaven-istan, a place like heaven. 

Whataboutry, the propensity to preface contentious issues with 
"What about this/that?") 
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John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in 
an anthology. 


His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 
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CHILDREN PLAYING IN THE PARK 

Saw some children playing in the park, 

Savouring the essence of life, like a lark, 

Seemed like buds, those, were stark 

In the frolics; their faces, with sappy mark, 

One of the chaps acting like a shark. 

Some other birds enacting like nark. 

May be playing the game of culprits and nark, 

Still, Radiating the exuberance of life in yark, 

Palpaling the cold breeze flowing in the park, 

Their laughter sprang up for everyone to hark, 

Their bubbling energy and aura musking up stark. 
Their strength could give even an amort- a bark, 

Free from all the stress and tensions so stark, 

Happiness! emanating from the hearts in the park. 
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Jayant Singhal: A voracious reader and an enraptured 
author, Jayant Singhal , under the animated pseudonym of 
'Saaransh'. He began nurturing the passion for expressing the 
enchanted aura of the world through his pen just a few 
months ago. Having a strong affinity for English language, he 
loves to feel the imbuing effect of it. He is currently writing a 
Facebook page , "Aroma - The Essence of Life". Dazzling 
through the twists and turns of this beautiful voyage, 
commonly known as 'Life', he is en route to the bewitching 
nature of happiness and peace. 
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POEM INSPIRED BY MY LAZINESS TO GET UP AND GO TO 
THE GYM 

good intentions, you let yourself get drowned in a simple 
rain, a mere drizzle 

weakness, you grabbed at a flimsy excuse to help throw guilt 
to the wind 

and as the rain pitter-pattered, the deliciously cool breeze 
caressing lover-like 

some softly soothing lullaby, cozy blanket promised comfort - 
coffee, book and dreams 

dear mind, you let go of that one teeny-weeny tiny bit of 
wafer-like conscience that held you contrite 

and drifted off with gay abandon into happy dreamland. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer, currently residing in 
Chennai. She is the editor and publisher of GloMag. 

https://www.instamoio.com/Glorv/ 
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GIBRALTAR, SPAIN AND EUROPE 

It has rained today in La Linea. Seldom rains but falling 
steadily from grey skies for about three days. Winter has 
lasted long in Spain this year and snow falling on the high 
mountains that are everywhere around here, cast up by the 
collision of Africa with Europe. 

Proud the mountains march across southern Europe. The 
Pyrenees, the Massif Centrale, the Alps and the Balkans all 
crumpled before the advance of Africa. Forming 
mountainous southern Europe, a fringe to the Continental 
plain of the North, which stretches from the Atlantic to the 
Urals, and, in contradistinction to the Appalachians and the 
Rockies, guides in winds from the Atlantic. England is 
different, however. In the South, verdant fields are a 
continuation of the plains of Europe, while the North is 
rugged little hills, floated across millions of years hence by a 
Tectonic plate, which has also given the mountains of 
Norway and the lochs of Scotland. 

The Rock of Gibraltar rears to the left of my balcony and 
crowds down the tiny settlement to around the little bay. 
Drink and coffee shops bustle the waterfront and restaurants 
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glare eye to eye across Casement Square, while shops stab 
Gibraltar to the heart all along Main Street. It is busy and 
bustling, thriving and prosperous, a tax haven under the 
British aegis with watchful frontier check-points to Spain. 

I live here and am happy. I live in higgledy-piggledy, tiny 
Mediterranean streets in La Linea, at a stone's throw from 
the Rock. For once in my life, I bask in the sun, far from the 
snowfields of Scandinavia or the cloud-thronged skies of 
Britain and Holland, but yet so far different from the sweat of 
Bombay and Chennai and broiling New Delhi. 



Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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SUMMER SIGH 


You are somebody else now! 

You rain in the sea that doesn't need you. 

And here I am my pores turning into desert sand, 

And then you'll embrace me as you pass by in clouds , 

To sprout cacti that bleed my skin, 

Now I am past missing you where parched lines wrinkle up 
my once lush self, 

You have forgotten seasons for reasons even you don't 
know! 

You are too much in the sun and have become a rainbow, 

But then again, touch me you will again for there is where 
you shall retrieve your pot of gold! 

But in that quest you will have to leap across me losing sight 
of my vastness, 

That waited ever for your quenching caress, 

Come and set free the petrichor in me before you realize it is 
winter. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: A Chennaiite at heart, she is a graduate 
from Ethiraj College and a postgraduate in French from 
Bangalore University. She is passionate about poetry, travel, 
teaching travel, gardening, interior decoration, and enjoying 
a deep spiritual connection with everything. She's been 
teaching French, freelance, in Salem for the past 34 years in 
schools and colleges, and at her centre, Zone Francofone, in 
Salem. Her family includes her husband, Dilip Narsimhan, 
daughter, Manasa, son-in-law, Ajay, granddaughter, Aarushi, 
and her parents. 
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Last tsunami, 

We saw from our windows. 

The waves, 

With devouring hugeness, 
Crash, 

Swallowing, 

Scattering, 

Multitudes, 

And uneasy calm 
Settle 

On the empty beach. 

Children said it was beautiful! 

We were like ants then 
So small, confused and floating. 
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On unknown waters. 


Then it dawned on us, 

It was true! 

Floating pieces of homes, 
Half buried walls, 

Deathly cries 
Stark 

On the entire stretch. 

Who am I after all! 

A speck in this desert 
Of grand design! 

It was a dark day break. 
The shadow still haunts 
After years! 
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Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 
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BRIGHT RED BLUES 

Buds with rough edges 
Don't grow on easy hedges 
I'm so thrown off, dove- 
Just your every move 

These blooms are really funny 
They don't happen when it's sunny 
I'm off balance,dove- 
Your red is blue 

Salty, crusty petals 
Alluring swarthy nettles 
I'm crashing in, dove- 
I don't have a clue 


152 



Your enchantment cowers 


In tall corrosive towers 
I'm climbing up, dove- 
Always yours to behoove. 



Gayatri Sekar: She likes words and all the things they can do. 
Favorite quote: "All these signs lead to science" 
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(South African artist Jonel Scholtz qualified with a BSc degree in Chemistry and 
Biochemistry at the University of Johannesburg in 1994. She has been painting since 1988 
in high school under the watchful eye of American born artist Louise Goudemand. Jonel 
has exhibited in South Africa, the Agora Gallery in New York, Art Fusion Gallery Miami and 
Castello Estense in Italy. In 2010, she appeared at the International expo in New York and 
the UN. In 2015, Jonel was selected by Monteoliveto Gallery Nice-Naples as one of three 
artists. In her own words " My portraits are moments in the past captured on canvas. My 
aim is to make you see your soul through my work...") 

ECHOES OF BLUE 

It took me a while to write to you 
I feel such a fool, trying to keep my cool 
but you left so suddenly maybe even willingly 
anyway, I am still surrounded by you staring at your 
coat so blue - I guess it's true how much I miss you 


just the thought of you, your lingering notes floating 
around, laughter all around over steaming hot filter 
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coffee, as you fill a willing void not even thinking about 

a possible loved one feeling destroyed - It was not 
intentional 

not even conventional but I feel so blue missing you, your 

soothing tone as you shared similar fears, missed chances 
broken dreams, even ruby red silent screams whilst smiling 
at neighbourly parties, pretending to be what we were not 
oh I feel such a fool losing my controlled cool, opening up 
your embracing heart, our connection secret although 

some would gladly kill it - I could not help the occasional 

brush of skin, a soul so keen yet unseen but you knew 

me too, I will always remember you, the aura of you, your 

constant halo so blue, like the last layer of sky before heaven 

gently removes you from this accusatory earth, a necessary 
rebirth. 

The hardest thing for me was to see you off unwillingly but 

I know you will see me in the whisper of the wind, your 
eternal 
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friend, it will never end - It's just so unfair how we need to 
find a 

balance, avoid the inevitable challenge and drink from the 

peacemaking chalice - Your musky smell remains even 
though 


it left me in chains, only now and then tightening my blue 
veins 

as I smile once again at parties to forget loving rows after 
your 

forced exit - I know I've said it but don't ever forget it, you 
are 

still an invisible part of me, it's just so hard to play this 
emotional 

card - Daily reminded of you as you left me echoes of blue... 
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Don Beukes: He is a retired teacher of English and Geography 
now writing poetry. Originally from Cape Town, South Africa, 
where he was born, raised and educated in the last two 
decades of Apartheid, he taught in both South Africa and the 
UK for twenty years and hold EU citizenship. As a person of 
'mixed race' heritage, his poetry reflects the racial and 
cultural battles growing up in a racially divided society and 
indeed as a global citizen and hopes to adjust our moral 
compass. He also writes about the socio-political, life and 
death, womanhood, nature and religion. 
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WISH I COULD TELL YOU 

In every moment that I live, 

I secretly sit by your side, 

Stroke your lovely tresses, 

And whisper to your ears, 

That I love you, and will forever do. 

Time passes by, 

Garbage of life weighs heavy on our minds, 
Layer after layer, 

We keep on sinking deeper, 

Into the quagmire of self-obsession. 

We forget the simplicity of holding hands, 
The uncomplicated fabric of touch. 
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The unhindered attention to sweet nothings. 
We lose the eyes to see. 

The language of love. 

But the desires still live on, 

In the deepest crevices of the mind. 

The pain of not being able to tell you, 

That how much I love you. 

Make the heart bleed all the time. 



Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover 
himself and the mystery called life. He remains an eternal 
optimist with a never-ending zeal, in spite of the many 
battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 
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SHE HAD A DREAM 

Dreams, We all have them. Few dream while sleeping, few 
dream with eyes wide open. She had a dream with eyes 
closed, a dream that she was glad didn't come true. 

People say you dream about things that are consciously or 
subconsciously thought of. The science part of it, she didn't 
know, but this dream she had changed a few things, she had 
a dream of killing herself and being successful at that. It was 
well thought of, executed and resulted in death. The body 
and mind was at peace, but the soul wandered around. The 
reason of suicide, as a lot may ponder, was simple. She had 
given up. Exhausted, disappointed, depressed with the state 
of life, tired of trying to keep everyone happy, thought that 
she was never loved back, made her suicidal. Dreams 
shattered, talent wasted made her empty mind a devil's 
shed. 

As the soul wandered, she saw things. Things that startled 
her to a point that she regretted taking the drastic step that 
she had taken. She killed herself while the whole world was 
fast asleep, so when they woke up the next morning, she 
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would be gone forever. The morning came in as a most tragic 
day for her mom, for whom she was a treasure, a one that 
could never be replaced. As she tried waking her up, only to 
realize her treasure is lost forever, she hugged her and tears 
welled down her eyes. Unstoppable and unfathomable 
amount of pain felt. As her dad walked in to see his child 
gone and wife weeping, he turned cold and into a stone. The 
memories, the accomplishments, moments when she had 
made him proud, made him smile and cry came in front of his 
eyes like a flashback. They look at each other with just one 
question, why could we never ever do anything to stop this? 
can time turn around and give us our child back? With 
broken hearts and trashed souls, they've failed as a parent, 
they thought. Her siblings gathered around her, tried to 
comfort their parents, looking for some comfort themselves. 
The bond, childhood memories and love was lost. Deafening 
silence killed them all, internally. Her grandma couldn't 
fathom the amount of pain she felt just to see her grandchild 
go away before her. Whom would she ever pamper, whom 
would she make food for? Her sister walked into their room, 
opened her wardrobe and wept as it only brought back her 
memories and not her. She thought, if only she had spoken 
to me, if only she told me what she felt, I would have still had 
her with me. Her brother walked into her library and touched 
every book she ever read, just so that he could have her back 
and tell her how much they loved her. One life was lost but 
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the soul of the house was destroyed. Nothing would ever be 
the same ever again. 

To her friends, she was the life of the party, the go getter, the 
trouble maker. She was that midnight person who would be 
there to talk, to knock some sense. Now, she had lost her 
sense and gone forever, leaving a void that could never be 
filled. She saw her friends frantically text each other as they 
believe the news isn't true. The girl they knew was full of life, 
living every day as it comes and to the fullest. There wasn't a 
slightest chance that she could end her life. But, 
unfortunately it was true, she was gone forever. Her best 
friend locked himself in a room and went lunatic. Why 
couldn't he ever tell that she was depressed, he thought. Her 
girl gang stopped hanging out and prayed each day to have 
her back. But nothing in the whole wide world could change 
what happened. The loss of one life resulted in misery of 
many other lives. 

Days turned into weeks and weeks turned into months, but 
the void left was never filled. Her decision to end her life set 
her free but with a cost. A cost of so many other lives who 
lived in grief and unfathomable pain. If only she had spoken 
out, if only she had found solace, if only she hadn't taken that 
drastic step, things would have been different. 

She woke up in fear and also a mild happiness that it was just 
a dream. A dream that gave her a glimpse of how her way to 
freedom wasn't really freedom. She washed her face, 
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composed herself and promised herself that she would get 
through this difficult period and emerge out stronger than 
ever. She went down to have breakfast with her family and 
smiled as a dream helped her recover and avoid a void that 
could have never been filled. 


In life, steps we taken, words we speak, actions we do, have a 
greater impact than we could ever image. A small ripple 
could cause a bigger impact. So before you speak or do 
anything, think twice. Life is what we make out of it and 
people matter, we all do. 



Dikshita Nahar: Sugar, spice and everything nice. That's not 
who I am. I'm made of caffeine, books and movies. A writer 
in making. And yes, you could call me Dikshita. 
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WANTING 

My Love burns 
a flickering flame 
struggling to stay steady 
when the wind raises a storm 
at times my faith is like a ship 
riding a stormy sea 
there is a path I must follow 
with my wings spread wide 
soaring through space and time 
to find a new flight path 
to my inner being 
that takes me on a journey 
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where the light never cast a shadow 


you are a miracle to behold 
I see you in my solitary dreams 
ecstatic and sublime 
in wonderment I gaze at you 
I stand waiting with arms reaching out 
like a tree with its boughs outstretched 

you dance into my arms 
a graceful ballerina 
I hold you for all eternity 
intense sensations surge 

igniting the fires in my soul 
your beauty mesmerises me 
intoxicates my senses 
the softness of your body 
pressed against mine 
like forbidden opium 
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my pulses rising to sensual high 


my lips ache to touch yours gently 
hungry for your kisses 
do not put out the light 
and the radiance it gives 
it is the love my heart seeks 
do not burn all my furtive desires 
to cinders, leave a little flame 
in the hearth inside your heart 
to kindle the love and passion 
my soul longs for until it becomes 
a raging fire that consumes 
the earth, the sky, space and time 
and leaves only you and I 
dancing in the psychedelic euphoria 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 
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BALLET 



I see you crying laughing 
Looking a bumblebee 
Stinging your wrist 
Dancing all around 
Doing whoop whoop 
With ist wings. 

She is hot 
Clapping a hand 
Against it 

Walking from one side 

To another 

Boughting flowers 

From the peasants 

For to see if the bumblebee 

Lickes the flowers 
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With its lips 
And flies. 

Do You see? 

Mosquitos are dancing 
All around and inside 
Her head 
While bumblebee 
Tracks her veins 
Sucking them 
With a pleasure 
Of a Ballet. 



Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director of 
the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He's 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 
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LUNDY ISLAND 

Far-off fortress of stone and springy turf, 

In remote nearness standing round the sea, 
Against the thudding, jutting, waves of surf, 

I look to you and you look into me. 

You call me over wide fields of waters 
Past mountain ranges seagulls fear to tread, 
Your song seducing past mermaids' daughters. 
Onto my shore, and your charm richly shed. 
Siren of unfulfillable yearning, 

I cannot live on you, cannot escape 
Mainland reality, this tide turning 
In me solves nothing, can't give me new shape. 
The problem swims within me, I must part 
From you, and seek salvation from my heart. 
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Christopher Villiers: I am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master's degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 
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CRUTCHES 

He came back from the war 
limping on crutches 
his home town now burnt 
desolate 

he walked the familiar streets 
ghosts had deserted. 


Near the lake he saw a boy 
abandoned by death 
looking at the sky. 

He smiled 

the boy pointed at the boat 
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without oars floating 

dragged it 

in jumped the boy 

the solider too 

with his crutches 

he oared the boat, 

the town kept slipping by 

he thanked the crutches 

hatred and vengeance 

slipped and fell 

as he saw the boy smiling. 



N.Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. I am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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Oh the sins I consider 
Committed by an insider 
Emptying groundwater 
To the sewer 

Where infection breeds and sways, 
Repent less about the mighty stakes, 
Actions thus depletes 
Nature's bountiful treats. 


Our neighbors love green cover 
And plastics they don't desire 
Just outside their walled perimeter. 
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Ayshwaria Sekher/lcecamp: An International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. Searching about the 
self through practices that seem conducive to the naked eye 
but weathers the spirit. Believes in the conditional - 
unconditional love of a dog and no other's. Extends reality 
from books and tries to achieve vice versa. Shuns from the' - 
isms' but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 
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Dried up the throat like the parched paddy field 
Gallons sprinkled on cricket celebration! 

I need a drop not for premiere life. 

Just a drop to sip to survive. 

Oh my lord not even a bucket I demand. 

Please, be kind. Please be just. 

What ! Stop ! Stop! Stay! I say! 

Open your ear, hear it clear. 

Give me water, You have to. 

Provide water, or I will chew your premier league. 

Suffering from summer suffocation in dark nights, 
The lights are off, 0 Lord ,my son tossing in bed. 
The fan is ever static, as if it is born to be so. 
Please please, at least give me current in night, 
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To fight in the day. Sleepless night sucks. 

You tell of country digitalized! Hey, you blockhead 
Listen! And see how I swallow your digital land. 

Give me roof, 

Give me road. 

Give me food, 

Don't laugh weirdly. 

You can laugh, just laugh only, 

But I can laugh at you. Mock at you. 

Unmask you, Give you a zero, which you can't. 
Because I am a common man, I wear no mask, 

I am not a clown of that five-year circus. 

I am a common man. I can gnaw 'your' puffy chair. 
I am common man. I can bite 'your democracy'. 
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Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees', 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 
He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch. 
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DARK AND BEAUTIFUL 

Being unable to sleep well that night, I woke up early, while it 
was still dark. After a while, when sleep still eluded me, I 
decided on getting up to read a book that I had purchased 
some time ago. As I was about to switch on the light, 
someone gently held my hand and asked softly in a silky 
voice, "Why do you want to switch on the light? Don't you 
want to be with me?" 

As I was living alone, hearing someone speaking surprised 
me, and it took me a few moments to react and ask, "Who is 
that?" 

"I am the beautiful night who has to wait every day for the 
sun to set to be with you." She paused for a moment and 
spoke again, "I am here for you, as you can't live without me 
and I can't keep myself from showering you with everything 
that would make you happy." 

I am the beautiful one that you never tire of staring into with 
eyes wide open, for stars dot and twinkle on my robes; my 
breath that caresses your weary body as the gentle night 
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breeze revives your spirit; in my dark shadow, you become 
anonymous and think without fear and inhibition about your 
most secret desires; I bring for you those quiet and still 
moments that you want to spend with your beloved; I give 
you the confidence to lose yourself to passion without feeling 
self-conscious; I keep to myself all that you confide in me, all 
that you do in my inky embrace, never letting a word get out. 
But although I am all for you and always want to be around 
you, why do you still wish for the bright sunny day everyday? 


I had no answers to her questions. I decided to lie down with 
her and think of an answer, but she lulled me to sleep and 
willingly left me to let me be with the bright, smiling sunny 
day. I am still searching for an answer, unable to decide 
whose worth is more in my life, the bright, busy, sunny day or 
the tranquil and shy dark beauty who would never reveal 
herself in the sun's presence, yet comes back to be with me 
without fail everyday. 



Arun Sharma: Surprisingly, a fixed sequence of letters used 
to identify an every changing person like me and is spelled 
thus, Arun Sharma. I work as a copy editor with Exeter 
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Premedia, Chennai. Arresting my capricious and insane 
imagination with the help of words to imprison them on 
paper is something that I am learning to do. Reading and 
thinking while gazing at sunset and the night sky is what I like 
to do. I believe the above, in a nutshell, sums up what I am at 
present. 
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YOUR LITTLE CORNER ....AND MINE 

I waited at your little corner 
Until the moon was high, 

And the traffic had begun to fade. 

And people slowly stopped passing by. 
And then your thoughts came back 
Along with the smell of the brew, 

And I wondered what you were thinking 
While the moments flew 
I watched anxiously as your face, 
turned from worry to despair, 

A slight shift of position 
A subtle movement of your chair, 

And then the sun was, 

No longer in your eyes, 

But your slowly spreading smile, 
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Was lighting up my skies 
And then you turned and rose 
And glided on your own way 
Leaving me in my own corner 
With memories of another day 



Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 
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MISMATCH 

You berate yourself for being so generous with the time you 
give in charity to friends, lovers and flesh. 

You retract your words and the vagaries of your heart 
Like a cat retracts her claws in pyrrhic victory. 

I don't even know who you are, 

That I have only my words, only my time and only my self to 
offer. 



Anish Vyavahare: Writer, brand builder, quizzer, public 
speaker, event organiser, psychology, advertising and writing 
teacher - essentially if there is a job to be done, I do it. Or get 
you people for it. I have a long standing affair with eating, 
cooking and Wikipedia. I like to travel if there is someone 
from the land to show me around. So if you want to invite me 
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to where you are, I am welcome. :) For the serious stuff, I 
teach UG and PG Mass Media students. I help businesses do 
smart marketing where they build a strong brand, make 
money and do some really cool stuff to engage with their 
audience. I have been running a Poetry open mic in Thane, 
called Poetry Tuesday, for the last 5 years (almost!). I teach 
basic creative writing to beginners. And I have recently 
launched a multi-lingual Youtube channel called The Poetry 
Affair of India where you are welcome to feature with your 
poetry! You can check us out here - bit.ly/lLnZdUB 
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DIVING 

(Diving experience at Andamans) 

In the depth of the sea 
With sound of silence 
Reigning deep 
As an thin shadow of 
Yesteryear's I long to 
Take a sleep 

Amidst colorful corals 
I move pushing water 
Behind fast 

Chasing surly tiny fishes 
Into sands I wish the journey 
Should forever last 

I leave a bubbly trail to 
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Follow for the many a 
Crabs and prawns 
Pebbled eyes stare at me 
Trembling shadow that 
Moves with turns 

On the cool bed of sands 
I long to stand a while 
And as a child play 
Strings of bubbles rise fast 
To vanish at the surface in 
The light of the day 

Veins feel taut and pressed 
Heart swells as body gives 
A sudden turn 
As I drag my body on dry 
Sands mind feels relaxed 
For this brief sojourn 
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Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Brajrajnagar, in the 
state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 
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SALT AND PEPPER 

Salt and pepper 
Honey and wine 
My divine 
Dance with me 
My sweet love. 

Fire and water 

Earth meets sky 

Soaring in the heavenly realm 

Taste the feathery rain 

Feel the wintry chill 

The unblemished snow 

On the snow-capped mountains 

For all life's seasons 
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celebrate the joy of sunshine 
Skinny dipping in the ocean 
It's saltiness 
On your tingling body. 

And summer stirs the heart. 

Salt and pepper 
Dripping honey and 
Full bodied wine 
warm the precious heart 
Like melting chocolate. 

At a fiery hearth 
Marshmallows melt. 

Feeling the warmth 
Into each other we melt 
Embracing with kisses 
from the heart 
Locked into your arms 
the love of my life 
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The depths of passion 
Flowing into the night 
Relishing each moment 
love enraptured. 
Encaptured in your heart. 

Salt and pepper 
The chirping birds 
Inviting you to a new day. 
The radiant moon 
Graces the evening sky 
Holding me closely 
Peppery streaks 
Streaming across 
the expansive skies. 

Feel it's strength 
It's might 

And I fall into you.. 

Salt and pepper 
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Honey and wine 
My divine 
all life's moments 
Living like it 

were the only moment. 

Salt and pepper 
Honey and wine 
Ebony and ivory 
No apologies or regrets 
A beautiful ride 
On the coaster of life 
It's bends and curves 
It's highs and lows 
And you know 
Twas the best. 

Salt and pepper 
Honey and wine 
my divine 
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Dance with me 


My sweet love. 



Angela Chetty: She is a HR Manager, an avid poet and lyricist 
who lives in Durban, South Africa. Angela imbibes her work 
with a deep passion and belief that words can touch hearts 
and change lives. The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across 
different genres, talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is 
music for my soul; like oxygen, the breath of my life. In 2013, 
an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - A 
Treasure Trove was published. 

www.heartfeltmomentspoetry.com 

In 2015, her poem "Miss Me" was selected as Editor's choice 
for the Contemporary Poetry Digest and has been chosen as 
the best poems of 2015 for a Valentine's Special Publication. 
Her poems have also been chosen as semi-finalist for 
International Poetry Contests. 
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JACARANDA FLOWERS 

There are jacaranda flowers ablaze 

and the sidewalk mood to my home is violet again 

summer in south Africa is tinged with such 

jealousy of cloud laden longings 

shades heavy in the partings of your hair 

and eyelashes that bend down in a 

whisper 

on a red tiled roof of my neighborhood 
moment 

for today is only a day 
that i own 
with you 

wistful caresses of 
a guilt 

and slumber 
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at the far end 


of a dusty-noon 

and grime on your face 

of aches 

and yet another 

distance. 



Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 
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"It's going to get worse/' an ominous voice intoned. 
Almost gleefully it said, 

"Your life will simply flow away.'' 

It was 

The voice of doom. 

I listened, I smiled 
Defiant outside. 

But 

Quaking horribly inside. 


It was not the life I dreamed of 


Nor the life 
I had planned. 
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We had wanted 


Prosperity 
We had planned 
Love. 

Our children will be happy 
We had promised solemnly 
Looking at the same moon 
Both of us 

Lost in our personal visions. 

Can you hear it? 

You asked 

The sound of my heart? 

This heart belongs to you 
This life is yours. 

You proclaimed. 

Years passed 
The smooth 
It did not last. 
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We tackled the tough 
Together 

Finding strength in four little words, 
"This too shall pass." 

Together, we looked 
At a new dawn, 

As the sun rose 
And together, 

We smiled. 

"This is our new tomorrow." 



Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
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my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 

Work: http://timescity.com/chennai 

Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.com/ 

http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 
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(This picture was coloured by six-year-old Hansini A Kartik when she was four. She 

happens to be my daughter) 

I 

Caressing the mirror 
you bend your head backwards, 
wish for your curled locks 
to kiss your knees 

You wonder if you could shade them 
'Barbie pink' 

I undo your knotted strands 

slowly 

one by one 

comb your tales, fantasies 
and dreams 


200 






You tell me about 'Rapunzel!' 
harvesting the tale in plush shades 
of your vocabulary 

The vacuum(ed) bristles 
fill rainbow from your tresses 
cocooning the shaft and me 
in you - never-grey 

All it takes is a brushstroke 
and a child 

to paint this naked journey 
II 

You: 

chase pigeons, 
ramble dreams 
of having an emu as a pet 
(a parrot may also do) 
squeal and scare ants, lizards 
and me, a bliss - your childhood 
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that metamorphs as my memories 


I: 

toss and turn 

over double chin and things like that 

peel them from folds 

of my overt protrusions 

shed on the treadmill and gathered again 

with forty winks and eye bags 

III 

You and (I or me in parts): 

Pointing to the crescent moon (a pouted smile today), 

you wish to hold and feel it like a soft, fluffy toy ( a face 
pimpled with craters) 

How far is it? I inquire about your measure of measures (my 
obsession with numbers of height, weight, marks, salary et 

al) 

You talk of a fishing rod to hook and pull (no gravity for tug of 
war) 
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decide to race with the moon (we all are suspended 
relatively) 


and squeal on reaching home first! (the moon still pouting at 
our relativity) 

where you camouflage with the soap bubbles (and I with my 
thoughts and the moon) 



Akila Gopalakrishnan: She juggles home, work and her six 
year old with poetry in the old and new city of Hyderabad. 
She dabbles in free verse and the Japanese genre of poems 
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"COAST TO COAST" 

Tonight the Moon hides, 

Behind murky skies; 

From coast to coast call of tides, 

The shore endlessly stretches in mind. 

Daggered days, 

Darker nights; 

Vagabond steps trade highway lights, 
Onto the ocean, a piece of peace flies. 

Impotent thunder strikes, 

Flashy lightning lies; 

Again the dead sea cries, 

And God is an alibi. 
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Few hours from now, 

A nocturnal insomaniac town will creep; 
Keepers of sip would flip in acid, 

A dime of timelessness; 

The giant leap. 
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